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His shadow stared back at him from the glass of the control room's window. The studio beyond it was dark 
and his instruments were mere ghosts in the gloom. A handful of candles flickered on the shelf above the 
mixing desk, their flames causing pits of shadows to fall over his face and drawing out the emotions that lived 
in his soul. 


Jerry felt dejected. Utterly and totally dejected. He'd slaved over his new track and poured everything that he 
had into it. He wanted the world to know all that lived in the depths of his being. He wanted to put himself out 
there. 


Yet something about it just didn't feel right and he couldn't place his finger on it. Whether it was the lyrics, or 
the composition, heck, even his own attitude towards it all, he couldn't decide. But something didn't feel right. 


So he continued to stare at himself. At the long hair that fell over his shoulders and down his chest. At the 
rumpled clothes and whiskery beard. At eyes that had seen their fair share of pleasure and pain 


Seconds ticked into minutes and minutes, he suspected, ticked into hours. He eventually moved to go and relieve 
himself in a darkened bathroom before returning to his spot on the couch and the ever-watching eyes of his 
shadow. 


The studio was blissfully empty and had been for a while. Jerry had listened as staff members had packed up 
and left for the evening. They knew he was in and that he had a key. There was always an emergency contact 
and the occasional staff member would pass through on their way home from a party or gathering and check 


in with him. 


Other than that, the studio was his and Jerry much preferred it that way. The silence and serenity of the 
evening and early morning hours suited him perfectly. He felt like he could get more done. Could create better 
music and just be alone with the spirits who only showed their faces at the strike of midnight. 


A shadow touched one corner of the large window and Jerry caught his breath. Sometimes being alone in a 
large building in the middle of the night wasn't always the best idea. The spirits were awake and not all of 
them were friendly. Some that lived within the depths of his mind had seen, and done, heinous things. And some 
that lived out in the physical world had performed acts that even his imagination couldn't comprehend. 


The shadow shifted a little, a long, distorted limb lifting something. Jerry could feel his voice beginning to rise 
when there was the click of a lighter and a small flame burst into life. The smell of burning tobacco floated 


through the room and smoke curled above the candles. 


"You're still here?" Dave, for once was gentle as a lamb. His voice was soft and the shadows that fell over his 


face could have been mistaken for velvet. 
Calming his breathing, Jerry nodded. "Yeah. In a night owl mood" 


"Same as." Dave yawned before wandering to the couch. The cherry of his cigarette burned bright in the 


darkness and, as Dave took a draw on it, the hiss of burning paper lit up the silence. 


The dark haired man dropped himself into the sagging couch and stretched his legs before him. He picked up an 
ashtray and placed it on the seat between them. 


For a moment, they were both silent as they stared into the darkness. Their eyes met in the reflection of the 
glass and Dave gave him the smallest of smiles. He'd aged since they'd last seen one another with streaks of 
silver in his hair and grey hairs dancing through his beard. But his eyes, as dark as they were, still held the 


mischief of a teenage boy. 
"So what's buggin’ you?" the dark-haired man softly asked. 


Keeping his eyes on the reflections, Jerry shrugged. "Everything and nothin’. The usual shit. ls my music good 
enough. Will people appreciate it. | have done enough." 


Smoke curled around them as Dave continued to smoke and he continued to mull over his thoughts. The 
heaviness that had been hiding in the darkness was slowly easing into the light and making itself known. He was 
ready to talk and Dave was wise enough to process all that flitted through his brain 


Beside him, Dave sighed and took a final pull on his cigarette before crushing it into the ashtray. The smoke 
faded away yet the smell still lingered. 


"Music is subjective-" Dave began 
"I know," he softly interjected. "But-" 


Dave finished his sentence for him. "But we all feel like we've not done enough and that we could change things 


up. How do you feel? In your heart? Does it feel done? 


Jerry took a deep breath and rolled his head back against the couch. Fairy lights hung in the ceiling; he hadn't 
bothered to light them preferring just the glimmer of the candles. His mind was awash with all that he'd done 
and all that he needed to do. A heaviness lay deep within his chest. 


"No. It feels like it's missing something." 
"Do you know what?" Dave softly asked. 


The other man's voice was a gentle lilt, a balm to the weariness of his self-imposed pressure. Jerry knew that 


he could spend the night on the couch just listening to Dave talk 


"Something. Anything," he replied. Sighing, Jerry sat up and ran a hand through his hair. He needed a shower. 
Maybe even a bath. Something deep that he could relax in and allow his body to just.. float. Something that 


would allow his mind to be eased while cleansing both his body and soul. 
"Wanna know my opinion?" 


He glanced at Dave and found the dark-haired man looking at him. Another cigarette, so far unlit, hung from 
his lips. "Have | got a choice? 


"Nope because l'm gonna tell you anyway. I've listened in on your sessions and what you've turned out is 
amazing. The candle flames flickered across Dave's dark eyes and Jerry could see the love and adoration that 
had settled into the other man's face. "It's beautiful. Serene and almost peaceful and filled with poignancy. 
Jerry, you've done something incredible and the world needs to hear it just as it is. Don't file off the rawness. 
Don't polish it until there's nothing of your emotion left. Let the world hear it now and not in a year's time." 


"You really like it?" he asked. His voice was close to breaking and he could feel tears beginning to prickle his 


eyes. Tears that had wanted to fall from the moment he'd first laid pen to paper for the newest record. 


Dave shuffled a little closer. The couch creaked beneath him and the smell of cigarette smoke and a light 
cologne drifted through the air. Jerry watched him with tired eyes. His body felt heavy and an air of 
exhaustion wrapped around him. He didn't flinch when fingers stroked along his jawline and scratched at his 


beard. 


Warm breath tickled his cheek before Dave whispered, "Sleep on it" 


Oddly calmed by Dave's gentle touches, Jerry found himself leaning into the other man's hand. He could feel 
the weight lifting and his shoulders starting to drop. "Too far to the hotel." 


"Come back to mine then," the other man purred. "Got a bed big enough to lose yourself in. You could lose 


yourself in other things, too." 
Cracking an eye open, he gave Dave a crooked smile. "Such as?" 


The dark-haired man shrugged before his lips found the hollow of Jerry's throat. A shiver ran along his spine 
and his voice caught in his throat as Dave breathed a single word. "Me." 


